174              JOURNEY   WITHOUT   END
hot, but if there is ever to be another cold douche, let us
see that the water is pure.
Not far from Kilkenny there were some coal-mines
situated at a place called Castle Gonar. To work these
mines it was necessary to have a supply of gelignite, and as
only the military was authorized to possess explosives, it
was part of our job to transport the gelignite to the mines.'
This was conveyed by a body of men under an arme4
convoy, and this convoy was quickly marked down by the
rebellious element for molestation. It was impossible for us
to shoot down civilians in cold blood, and the frequent
encounters on the road proved an unpleasant embarrassment
It was in an effort to solve this problem that I had one oi
the few brain-waves of my career. So confident was I that
I broached the C.O. about it.
" Excuse me, sir," I ventured, " but I have an idea which
might help in getting the gelignite up to Castle Conar."
" Go ahead, Waterhouse."
" Well, sir, it's like this. These convoys arouse suspicion.
Wouldn't it be better for one man to go alone. After all,
he could put the gelignite in his pocket, and no one would
suspect him."
" I wouldn't care to be in his shoes," commented the
C.O. dryly. " Of course, if you're prepared to do it, then
IVe no objection, but remember this is not an order!"
Six sticks of gelignite fitted easily enough into my pocket,
and I decided to have a shot at it. It was a good six miles
walk, and whenever I passed anybody on the road* I
adopted a nonchalant air and greeted the stranger with a
warm : " Good morning to you." " And a*5 very good
morning to you, soldier boy," was the usual reply.
I found the men at Castle Conar in a great state; '* By
all the powers, what's happened to the military? Have
they all been blown up ? When are we going to get our
gelignite ? "
" Right now," I answered up> and produced the sticks
from my pocket, ,                  .' .
" May the Holy Mother be praised ! But where are tk
others?"